The merry Wines of Windfor. 

Sceena Secttnda. 

Enter Faljlafe, Pifloll t Robttiy jQuickfj, Bardolfe, 

Ford. 

Fal. I will not lend thee a penny. 

Ptft. Why then the world’s mine Oyftcr, which I, with 
fword will open- 

Fal. Not a penny, I haue beene content ( Sir, ) you 
fhould lay my countenance to pawne ; I haue granted vp. 
on my good friends for three Repreeucs for, and your 
Coach-fellow Nim, or elfe you had look'd through the 
grate, like a Geminyof Baboones = 1 am damn’d in hell, 
for {wearing to Gentlemen my friends, you were good 
Souldiers, and tall.fellowes. And when MiftreiTc Briget 
loft the handle of her Fan, I took’c vpon mine honour 
thou hadft it not. 

Fiji. Didft not thou {hare/ hadft thou not fiftecnc 
pence/ 

Fal. Reafon, youroague, reafon; thinkft thou lie en- 
danger my foulc, gratis / at a word, hang no more about 
*nee, I am no gibbet for you: goe.a fliort knife, and a 
throng, toyourMannor of Pickt- hatch $ goe, you’ll not 
beare a Letter for mce you roaguc? you {land vpon your 
honour : why,(thouvnconfinablebafenclfe)itisasmuch 
aslcandoetokeepethe termesof my honour precife; 1, 
1, 1 my felfe fometimes, leauing the feare of heauen on the 
left hand, and hiding mine honor in myneccflity, am 
fainc to (baffle : to hedge* and to lurch, and yet, you 
Rogue, will cn*fconce your raggs; your Cat-a-Moun- 
taine-lookes,your red-lattice ph rales, & your boldbeating- 
oathes, vnder the Iheltcr of your honor ? you will not doe 
it /you i 

Fiji. I doe relent : what would thou more of man? 

jRfl&w.Sir,here's a woman would fpcake with you* 

F<*/.Let her approach- 

Qh 'u Giue your worfliip good morrow. 

Fal, 
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F*A Good-morrow, good- v-ife. 

tfo,and’t plcafeyour worfliip. 

Fal, Good, maid then. 

^wllcbefworne. 

As my mother was the fir ft houre I was borne. 

Fal, 1 doe beleeue the {wearer; what with me? 

Qui. Shall I vouch-fafc your worfliip a word, or 
two i ' 

Fal. Twothoufand ( faire womin ) and ile vouchfafc 
thee the hearing! 

Qui. There is one Miftreffe Ford, ( Sir ) I pray come a 
little necrer this waics j I my ielfe dwell with Mailer Do&or 
Cain*. 

Fal Welljon ; Miflris Ford, yon fay. 

Jjhti. Your worfliip faies very true 5 /pray your worfliip 
come a lif tie necrcr this waies. 

Fal. I warrant rhee,no- bodlc heares ; mine owne people, 
mine owne people. 

Are they fo ? heauen-blctTe them, and make them 
his Seruants. 

Fal. Well ; Miflre(lcFW,what ofher ? 

£**. Why, Sir ; Ibee’s a good creature ; Lord, Lord your 
Worfliip* t a wanton : well, heauen forgiue you, and all of 
vs, l pray 

Fal Miftrelfe Ford, come,Miftrefil Ford. 

Marry this is the (bort, and the long of it; you 
haue brought her into fuch a Canaries, as ’£is wo der- 
fuil 5 the beft Courtier of them all ( when the C urt lay 
at Windfor ) could neuer haue brought her ta luch a Ca- 
narie: yet there has beene Kuights,an«J Lords, and Gen- 
tlemen, with their Coaches; /warrant you Ceach alter 
Coach, letter after letter, gift afiee gift, fmelling fo iweet* 
ly» all Muske, and fo rulhling, / warrant yo;/, in lilke 
and golde, and in fuch alligant tcarmes,and fn fe^ii wrntf 
and fuger of the beft, and the fairdf, that would haue 
Wonne any womans Heart : and/ warrant you, they could 
Kcuer get ari cyc-winke of h ;r ; / had ray. felfe twentie 
Angels giuen me this morning, but / defic ail Angels in 



